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I. The SLUGGARD, 

r. 

’ I S the voice of the Shggard-. I hi„ 
A him complain, 

you havc’wak'il ??ie too foon, I mufl /lumber 

As the door on its hinges, Ibheon his bed 

Turns his Tides, and his fltoulJers, and 
his heavy head. 

ir. 

A little more Jleep, and a little more pmher\ 

rhqs he waRes half his days, and his 
hours vviihout number; 

And .when he gets up he fits folding his 
hands. 

Or walks about fauntring, or trifling he 
ftands. 

iir. 

I pafs’d by his garden, and faw the wild 
brier, [and higher; 

The thorn and the thiflle grow broader 

The cloathes that hang on him are turn- 
ing to rags ; 

And his money ilill wades, till hefiarves 
or he begs. 
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IV. r J 

1.. o viiit Hill hoping to nncl 

laves thinking.^ ' 

That man s a pi 
and reading. 

II. innocent play. 

h broad in the meadows to fee the 

young lambs, t ’ 

Run fponing about by the fide o t te.i 
With fleeces fo clean and fo white ; 

Or a neft of young doves in a large operi 

for rage, 

When they play all in love without anger 
^ How much we may learn from the light. 



